TALES OF DESTINT

cautiously through the undergrowth, and awaited at
the spot we found her to give me warning.
" The child had described to me the leader of the
gang, and I had immediately recognized Gunesh
Tanti, accursed son of a pig, a robber from across the
desert of Sindh, who had more than once ravaged
peaceful villages of Rajputana. He would know that
T had treasure in the fort, and of an instant I could
read his wily plan. Moving through the country, he
had doubtless heard a day or two before of this
projected expedition of mine for the killing of the
man-eating tiger. So he had designed to slay me on
my homeward way, and, the deed accomplished,
would rely on gaining access to the citadel by loading
his ruffians into the howdahs of my elephants. Once
over the drawbridge and within the portcullised
gateway, his murderous scheme might have been
easy, for my score of men-at-arms on duty would
have been taken by surprise and so at a disadvan-
tage.

" But knowing now the danger, I laughed in my
beard, for Gunesh Tanti, this human tiger and
slayer of innocent men, just as had been the tiger
now slung across the back of my elephant, was
fairly delivered into my hand. He who had come to
trap me was himself entrapped. And thanks all to
this little maid of the glen! At the thought, I patted
her soft cheek with my hand, and in response she
smiled up into my eyes with wondrous trust and
winsomeness,

" Our party, as I have said, numbered twelve, this
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